


nbt Kins:) 


The.tr/fgedieof ’*■ 

King, Thou new a dying fayeftthou flattereftme 

Gaunt, Oh no, thou dieft, though I the fickcr t 

King, l am in health, I breathe, and fee thee ill. 

Gaunt. Now he that made me knowes I fee thee ill*. 
Ill in my fclfe to fee,and in thcc, feeing ill. 

Thy death-bed is no Idler than thy land. 

W herein thou lieft in reputation ficlcc. 

And thou too carclefle pacient as thou art 
Commitftthy annoy nted body to the cure 
Of thofe Pliyfitions that firft wounded thee, 

A thoufand flatterers fit within thy Crowne, 

Whofe compafle is no bigger thanthy head. 

And yet imaged in fo fmall a verge, 

The waftc is no whitleflcr thanthy land: 

Oh had thy grandfire with a Prophets eie, 

Seene how hisfonnes fonnefhould deftroy his fonnes. 
From forth thy reach he would haue laid thy fhame, 
Depofingthee before thou wert pofleft, 

Which art pofleft now to depofethyfelfe: 

Why coufin wert thou regent of th 
It were a fhame to let this land by leafe: 

But for thy world enioying but this land 
3 s it not more than fhatne to fhame it foJ 
Landlord of England art thou now not, 

Thy ftate oflawe is bondflaue to the lawe, 

And thou 

King. A lunatike leanc-witted 
Prefuming on an agues priui ledge, 

Dareft with thy frozen admonition 
Make pale our checke»chafingtheroya 
With furi'from bisnatiue I'efidence. 

Now by my feates right royall maieftie, 

W ert thou not brother to great Edwards 
This tong that runnesfo roundly in thy head. 

Should runne thy head from thy vnreuerent fl 
Gaunt Oil fpare me not my brothcrsErfw 
Fot that I was his father Ed wards forint* 
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King Richard the/ecettd. 

Thatbloud already like the Pellican, 

Haft thou tapt out and drunkcnly carowft, 

Mybrother Glocefterplaine well meaning foule, 

Whom faire befall in hcauen mongft happy foules ; 

Maie be a prefidentand witnesgood: 

That th ou refpe&ft not fpill ing Ed wards bloud? 
loine with the prefent ficknes that I haue, 

And thy vnkindnes be like crooked age. 

To crop at once a too long withered flower, 

Liue in thy fhame, but die not fhame with thee, 

Thefe words hereafter thy tormentors be, 

Convay me to my bed then to my graue, 

Loue they to liue that louc and honour haue. 

King And let them die that age and fullenshaue, 

For both haft chou,and both become the graue, 

Torke I doe befecch your Maiefty, impute his words 
To waiward ficklines and age in him, 

Heloues you on roy life, and holdes you deere. 

As Harry Duke of Hereford were he here. 

King Righnyou fay true, as Hei cfords loue,fo his 
Astheirs,fo mine.andall be as it is. (ieftie, ./- 

T^orth, Mylicge»oldGauutcommendshim toyourMa- 
King Whatfaieshe? 

Tforth, Nay nothing, all is faid: 

His tongue is now a ftringlefle inftrument, 

Words, life, 'and al, old Lancafter hath fpent, 

Torke Be Y01 ke the next that muft be bankrout fo. 

Though death be poore, it ends a mortall wo. 

King The ripeft fruit firft fals,and fb doth he. 

His rime is fpent, our pilgrimage muft be; 

So much for that. Now for our Irifh wars, 

We muft fupplant thofe rough rughcaded kernes, 

VV hich liue like venome, where no venome elfe, 

Butonely they haue priuiledge to liue. 

And for thefe great affaires do askc forae char 
To watd. our afsiftancc wc doe feaze to vs: 
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